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Summary: The one who had to be defeated by love, had a love story 
after all. Why didn't Lord Voldemort believe in love? Why couldn't he 
love? Why ask these quest ions ... has he ever experienced love? Is 
he... afraid of love? 


1 . Chapter 1 
Defeated 

Disclaimer: I do not own Harry Potter and anything recognisable 
belongs to J.K Rowling. 

A/N: heya guys! Such pretty face staring at my fanfic (though I can't 
see ya) ! Here I'm with my first ever of a creation! The hint about it 
is, this is for the beauties who think that Voldemort deserved some 
of an epic story kinda thing.. I just hope u like it and.. what else!? 
Read on.. and Review! 

Chapter-1 

Introduction 

"Why are they all staying back for so long?" whispered an agitated 
Hermione Granger. 

"I definitely love it when Hermione losses it, like totally." said a 
sniggering Ronald Weasley. 

"Ronald Weasley, you are definitely going to regret messing with me 
right now." Hermione snapped. 

Ron made a face. 


"Look, Hermione, Harry and me are excited as well to see why 
Dumbledore has specially lend his pensive for us to watch those 
'certain' memories, which we have no clue about, so, just hush up for 



a while . " 


He said. 


Hermione huffed. 

"I'm just curious." She said slowly. 

"I wonder what your impatience might be like." Ron said. 

"You-" Hermione started but was cut off. 

"Stop it you two." said a tired Harry Potter. "Just for a while, stop 

it . " 

Harry, Ron and Hermione were sitting in the Gryffindor common room in 
front of the fire in their favourite chairs. The next day everyone 
was going to go back to their homes for Christmas break. But the 
three sixth years were staying back to watch those 'certain' memories 
given by Professor Dumbledore. He had lend his pensive to them so 
that they could watch those memories when every one was gone. 

Hermione was getting very 'curious' to know what the memories were 
about. Harry was reading his Astronomy book for completing his 
pending homework so that he could start his homework for Holidays. 

Ron was busy admiring his new broom stick. Clean-sweep 9, which he 
got as a pre-Christmas present, though he was miles away from 
starting his 'never ending school work and blood sucking holiday 
homework' as he quoted it. Hermione , on the other hand, was shooting 
furtive glances towards Harry's bag which had the pensive 
transfigured in a small glass bowl and the shelf containing small 
vials of the memories. The vials were arranged in an order which was 
to be followed to pour the memories in the pensive. 

Harry glanced around and was extremely satisfied to see the buzzing 
common room had began to empty. 

"Finally!" Hermione squeaked with excitement. Even Ron kept this 
precious broom stick aside and concentrated on Harry who was bending 
towards his bag to take out a small notes book. 

"Let's go through the characters of the play, yeah..." Harry said 
slowly while opening the book Professor Dumbledore had given him. It 
contained the names and pictures (moving of course) of the people 
they would encounter in the memory. 

Hermione and Ron eagerly edged forward. The first picture they saw 
was of a very beautiful girl with flowing black hair and pale skin. 
She was wearing Hogwarts uniform with the Gryffindor lion on it. Her 
smile was spell bounding. She had bright blue eyes which reminded 
Harry very much of someone. Who, he couldn't remember. And he didn't 
have to. Her name itself declared everything. 

"Augusta Black." Hermione whispered in shock. 

Harry and Ron just stared at the picture of the girl and back to her 
name . 

"Do you think she might be related to..." Hermione said and looked at 
Harry nervously. 

Harry to tried to keep a straight face. 



"Yeah, Dumbledore says so." He said and pointed at the P.S. written 
on the small notebook in a loopy handwriting which Harry could 
recognise anywhere. It said- 

' Sirius's aunt and the first ever Black to be sorted in 
Gryf f indor . ' 

"Sirius's aunt..whao." Ron said and again starred at the picture. 
Hermione nudged him in his gut which made him look away. The next 
picture was of a handsome man named Rodolphus 
Lestrange . 

"Lestrange . . " Hermione said. "Does that ring a bell?" 

"Bellatrix Lestrange 's something.." Ron said slowly. 

"Yeah, " Harry confirmed , "her husband, who was eighteen years older 
to her." Harry finished with pursed lips. 

"Eighteen?" Hermione raised an eyebrow. 

Harry just shrugged it off. He had more important matter to deal with 
rather than to discuss the marriage issues of a death eater. They 
turned pages and saw many face. Some they knew, many they didn't. But 
the one picture that took their breath away, which was like forever 
was of a handsome boy in his early teens and who resembled nothing of 
what he became in his future. 

"Voldemort." Harry 
whispered . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

Tada! so this is the first chappie. I know it's smaller than a tea 
spoon but if u like it I'll make it a long on. So what do ya think 
about it? Review! Oh and I'm available on Instagram! Follow for 
regular updates of the story. Love ya ; ) 


2 . Chapter 2 
A step to friendship 

A/N: My Instagram username is antara_k! Hope u enjoy this 
chappie; ) 

Hermione, Ron and Harry were just looking at the picture of this 
extremely handsome boy who's future was led to darkness. 

"Ok," Ron said, sitting back a bit, "I think we should have been 
ready for this." 

"Of course," Hermione said quietly. "We should have caught up to it." 
Then she turned to Harry. "Maybe it'll help you survive." 

"Yeah." Was the only reply she got from him. 


They all were quiet for a while, just staring blankly at the fire 
readying themselves for what they were going to witness. 



"Do you think we should see the memories tomorrow?" Hermione 
asked . 

"I don't think I'll be able to sleep without getting a bit of it in." 
Ron declared and gestured towards Harry's school bag. 

Harry looked at Ron and Hermione and confirmed that they really 
wanted to watch the memory, let it be just one for a night. He took 
out the glass bowl from his bag and stared hard and long at it, as if 
it was going to hint what lay within it without pouring the 
memory . 

"Harry?" Hermione 's soft voice pulled him out of his trance. 

"Yeah. Ready?" He asked. 

Ron and Hermione nodded in affirmation. 

"Finite Incantatem." He whispered and the small glass bowl 
transformed into Dumbledore ' s pensive. Harry took out the small shelf 
from his bag which held the vials. They were in shrunken form and had 
to be brought to their normal size. Harry took out the vial labeled 

' 1 ' . 


"Engorgio." Harry whispered and held his wand towards the small vial. 
It enlarged and was back to its normal size. 

"Hold this." He extended his hand towards Hermione, who took the vial 
carefully from him. Harry took the pensive and placed it over one of 
the round tables in the corner of the Gryffindor common room. They 
all watched the pensive settle itself to a height where they all can 
bend and move on for their journey. Ron and Harry looked at Hermione, 
signalling her to empty the contents of the vial in the pensive. 
Hermione nodded nervously and with shaking hands uncorked the vial 
and poured the memory in the pensive. The pensive glowed brightly for 
a moment and when the light disappeared they saw some flashes of the 
memory in the pensive. A pale hand picking up some books, the green 
grass near the Great Lake of Hogwarts... 

Hermione, Ron and Harry held hands. 

"On the count of three we bend together." Ron said. 


Harry suddenly wanted more time ready himself. He was going to see 
Voldemort ' s life at Hogwarts. What if Harry came to know that he was 
very much like Voldemort? What if Hermione and Ron noticed it as 
well ? 

ff ^ ff 


No, no, no! He needed more time! He couldn't just go over bending on 
this pensive to watch the life at Hogwarts of the Darkest Wizard of 
the century and his worst enemy. 


" 2 " 


Too late. He'll have to do it. Ron and Hermione had been with him so 
long. Maybe they'll understand that it's not his fault that he is 
even a bit like his parent's murderer. He just hoped they did, 
anyway . . . 



" 3 " 


And before he knew he was falling in and endless tunnel with Ron and 
Hermione by his side. He had experienced this stomach churning 
feeling before, but hadn't expected for Ron and Hermione to keep up. 
They just held each other's hands tighter and their eyes were closed. 
After hours, or so it seemed, their feet hit the ground. They were 
standing in front of green house five in Hogwarts. 

"You ok?" Harry asked Ron and Hermione. 

They nodded in a brave kind of way, but both were shaking all 
over . 

"It wasn't that bad.. though it felt like my stomach was making its 
way to my mouth... not exactly my mouth but it surely had 
displaced ... will have to go and see Madam Pomfrey..." Ron 
mumbled . 

"Ok, " Hermione started after getting her voice back , "now that we are 
here, what do we do?" 

"We wait." Harry said while siting on the grass. "If the pensive has 
dropped us here, then we get the clue of where to go next from the 
same place." 

As soon as they all were comfortably seated Dumbledore ' s voice echoed 
over the grounds . 

-"Harry, Ms. Granger and Mr. Weasley, I am aware of the fact that you 
sure will catch up well with what these memories are all about as you 
watch them but I think you deserve some kind of explanation. 

This is time when Voldemort was in his fifth year. I, personally, had 
made a small device, as you call it in the muggle way, to keep a tab 
of Tom Riddle's day to day activities. In simple words, I made a 
device to spy on him. I knew it was wrong, but my suspicions got 
better of my noble mind. 

These memories are a gift from the little spy. It had collected the 
information like a human brain collecting memories and theses are the 
memories of the device. Here, you will come to know why Voldemort is 
no longer Tom Riddle. I must warn you the end of this is not good. 

All the best for your journey." - 

With that, Dumbledore ' s voice vanished. 

" 'the end of this is not good' does that mean harmful for us?" Ron 
asked. Small beads of sweat were forming on his forehead. "Like some 
stupid curse placed on the last memory?" 

"I don't think so," Hermione said earnestly , "Professor Dumbledore 
wouldn't have let us get here alone if that would have been the 
case . " 

"I agree." Harry said. "I think he meant it had a sad sort of 
ending . " 

"Sad!?" Ron said incredulously. "You bet I'm not going fill a bucket 



with my tears for you-know-who ! " 


"Of course you're not." Hermione said impatiently and got up. "But 
only if we could get anywhere with this memory." 

As if on cue, the door of the green house opened and irate looking, 
mud covered Slytherin students shot out of it. There were about 
fifteen of them. But there was one boy who was surrounded by boys of 
his age, who didn't look troubled at all. In fact he looked proud of 
something. The boys around him were patting him and grinning 
madly . 

"He must be..." Hermione started. 

"Tom Riddle." Harry completed. 

"Kid You-know-who." Ron added with a shudder. 

Behind the Slytherins, the Gryffindors came marching out equally 
bathed in mud. There they recognised the black headed beauty, Augusta 
Black . 

"There she is!" cried Ron, pointing at Augusta who was marching back 
to the castle with a curly haired friend. 

"We saw her too, Ron, you don't need to drum it in our ears." 

Hermione snapped. 

Ron shot her a glare but said nothing. They started following Tom 
Riddle as they will have to eventually as that is what the spy had 
done and they were in it's memory. But something happened in the 
entrance hall. The fifth years were marching off to their respective 
common rooms when it happened. Tom Riddle shoved his 'friends' off 
and took out a book from his bag and did an excellent pretence to 
read it while walking. Then he deliberately went over and collided 
with Augusta who carry a heavy set of books in her arms. 

"Oil" Ron cried in an annoyed tone, as if he had been hit by the 
blow . 

The books in Augusta's hands tumbled down and she gave a small cry. 
Her friend looked as annoyed as Ron. 

"I'm sorry!" Riddle cried. For a moment Harry did believe that he 
really was. 

"Watch where you're going Riddle!" The curly hair girl snapped. 

"I said I'm sorry," he said looking directly at Augusta. "I was just 
reading and I didn't see you. I'm extremely sorry. Here, I'll help 
you pick them up." He said and bent down to pick her 
books . 

"It's-It's ok. I'll do it!" Augusta said. This was the first time 
Harry, Ron and Hermione heard her voice and they couldn't help but 
admire it. 

"No it's alright, I can help you." Riddle said as he was slowly and 
carefully picking her books. 



Augusta's curly haired friend was standing there impatiently, making 
faces as Augusta and Riddle picked her books. 


"Evelyn, you go in the common room. I'll be there in five minutes." 
Augusta told to her friend without looking up. 

Evelyn gave one last glare to Riddle, which he graciously returned, 
and marched off in the direction of the marble staircase. 

"You're friend's very polite." Riddle said as he stood up with some 
of Augusta's books in his hand. 

"Well you didn't favour her by colliding with me after Herbology." 
Augusta replied. 

Riddle chuckled at that. Ron and Hermione gasped. 

"I didn't know he could chuckle." Ron said and looked at Hermione to 
share a look of affirmation but she had already composed herself. 

"I won't be surprised if you get a heart attack if he laughs." She 
said earnestly. 

"But you were taken aback as well!" Ron protested. 

Hermione choose of not answering that and luckily Ron decided to drop 
the matter. 

"How come you are in Gryffindor?" Riddle asked Augusta 
hesitantly . 

"Excuse me?" Augusta asked with a raised eyebrow. 

"You are from the noble house of Blacks, you should be in 
Slytherin . " 

Augusta looked annoyed at that but she smiled. 

"Yes, I'm from the noble house of Blacks but I don't see why I can't 
be in Gryffindor." She said politely. 

"Because your whole family has been in Slytherin." Riddle said. "I'm 
just surprised how come you are in a different house." He added after 
seeing Augusta's expression. 

"I think my house being Gryffindor declares the bravery of my line 
than anything else." Her tone told that this was the end of the 
topic. Riddle took the hint and gave her the books back. 

"Sure," he said , "Sorry again." Saying that he left towards his 
common room. Harry, Ron and Hermione would have to follow but they 
stayed back a bit longer just to take in Augusta's expression. She 
looked slightly annoyed but equally confused. She turned on her heels 
and marched the opposite direction to that of Riddle's. 

Harry, Ron and Hermione hurried to catch up with Riddle who was, as 
they expected, going to his common room. 

"She's different, she's really different..." He kept muttering to 
himself all the way to his common room. As they were following him. 



Harry, Ron and Hermione decided to take up a conversation. 

"Why didn't Sirius ever tell us that he wasn't the first from the 
Black family to be sorted in Gryffindor?" Hermione asked. 

"Dunno. Maybe he didn't know." Ron suggested. 

"But how's that possible?" Hermione said in a dismissive tone. "She 
was his aunt . " 

"Yes, Hermione, but remember what he told us? He said that he was the 
first from his family to be sorted in Gryffindor." Harry 
proposed . 

"Yes, well, he couldn't possibly be bragging as he didn't look very 
happy saying that." Hermione said slowly. 

"Maybe she never told him she was in Gryffindor." Ron said. 

"But why would she do that? She looked proud of her house. Why would 
she hide it?" Hermione said. 

It was definitely something to ponder over. Why hadn't Sirius ever 
told Harry about his aunt Augusta? Did he forget? But how could 
he . . . she should have been his favourite aunt by long. But before they 
could think of anything else they were pulled upwards and within 
seconds they were towering over the pensive, standing around the same 
round table in the Gryffindor common room. They threw themselves in 
the chintz arm chairs and started discussing the memory. 

"Riddle's behaviour was odd." Hermione started. "Why would he 
possibly go and collide with Augusta?" 

"It's simple," Ron drawled , "he liked her." 

"I don't think so." Harry said. He would ever believe this even if 
Merlin said it himself. Voldemort wasn't capable of love. In fact the 
former and the latter are far away from being spoken together. 

"I'll have to agree with Ron on this one." Hermione 
declared . 

"What?!" Harry cried incredulously. "Are you two insane? Voldemort is 
no ordinary teenage boy." 

"We know that Harry," Ron said in a serious tone , "he doesn't have 
freckles . " 

Harry, Ron and Hermione burst out laughing. They stopped after a 
while and decided to discuss the matter later. 

"Yeah," Ron said after a tedious yawn, "I'm damn tired." 

"Night Harry, Ron." Hermione said and left for the girls 
dormitory . 

Ron and Harry got in there dorm, changed in their night suits and got 
in their beds. Ron was instantly asleep, one could tell it by the 
snores, which were not very low. Harry lay on his bed thinking about 
the memory and Sirius and Dumbledore ' s words saying that the memory 



didn't have a happy ending. He was getting a bit nervous about what 
he would encounter in the future memories. They wouldn't of course 
make him sympathise for Voldemort, or would 
they? 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

So, this is the second chappie! Read and review;) 


3 . Chapter 3 

Something about Darkness 

A/N: love reading? Get on with it ! 

"I told you!" Harry cried triumphantly. "I knew he was up to 
something . " 

Hermione rolled her eyes. 

"How does Draco Malfoy staying at Hogwarts for Christmas make 
anything clearer than it already is?" 

"Accept it Hermione! Malfoy has never stayed back for Christmas, 
except in the second year." Harry said. 

"Frue fhat (true that)." Came Ron's 'muffled-by-beacon' 
agreement . 

"See." Harry said with a winning grin. 

"Ok, " Hermione said, closing her book with a snap, "why do think 
Malfoy is staying back?" 

"Well- I- he is up to something which is not good for us." Harry 
said . 

"You don't know what he is up to?" Hermione asked. 

"No, except the fact that he might as well feed us all to the 
giant-" 

"You don't know where he disappears?" 

"No, but I'm sure he is in the-" 

"But you do know how to close the matter!" 

"Hermione, you know what, you are not helping!" Harry said 
heatedly . 

"Harry, we have got more important matters!" She said and looked 
pointedly at Harry's bag which had the pensive. She didn't have to 
trouble keeping her voice down as the Gryffindor table was empty 
except the three of them. 

"This is important!" Harry argued back. 

"More than what Dumbledore has assigned?" 



Harry heaved a sigh of defeat. 


"Whatever." He said dejectedly and got up from his seat. 

"Are we leaving for the common room?" Hermione asked excitedly. She 
too got up from her seat and stood beside Harry. 

He nodded and Ron stuffed the last piece of beacon in his mouth and 
the three of them headed out of the great hall, towards the common 
room. 

"I can hardly wait to see this one." Hermione said, practically 
hoping her way towards the common room. 

"Sure." Was Harry's dry reply. 

"Harry get your mind off it -bravoure- we have better work to do than 
think about something we are not sure of." Hermione said sharply as 
she got through the portrait hole. 

"But-" 

"Enough of this." Hermione declared and gestured Harry to take out 
the pensive and the shrunken shelf. 

Harry gave her an annoyed look but did as he was told. They, as last 
night, turned the small glass bowl in the pensive and took out the 
vial labeled '2'. 

Harry poured the memory in the pensive. He didn't feel as nervous as 
yesterday because Tom Riddle's Hogwarts's self was nothing like 
Harry. He took hold of Ron and Hermione 's hand bent forward to enter 
the world where there was no Voldemort, just a nasty Tom 
Riddle . 

After a while their feet hit the ground and this time they found 
themselves in the dungeons. 

"Potions!" Ron groaned. 

"It's the the era of Professor Slughorn." Harry said and the three of 
them turned around to see the fifth year Slytherins making their way 
towards the Potions lab. Like any other time, Tom Riddle was 
surrounded by his admirers. Some girls were shooting him admiring 
looks. Ron looked highly irritated at that. 

"If I could tell the snobs what their oily haired idol would become 
once he is of their dad's age!" He snapped. 

"Ron hush up." Hermione said waving her hand in the air so that she 
could listen the conversation between Tom Riddle and his friends who 
were nearing up. 

"...must be a brat, that girl. Dare she talk to you like that." said 
one of the Slytherin boys surrounding Riddle. 

"She must be out of her mind. You, there, were respectfully talking 
with the Gryffindor sloth and she left without giving a backward 
glance." Said other. 



Riddle just listened quietly. Neither he denied anything, nor he 
assented. He looked like he was in an entirely different world. 

Harry, Ron and Hermione were quietly following Riddle and taking in 
his demeanour. They noticed that he wore an expressionless mask. He 
didn't show any anger towards Augusta's behaviour, rather he looked 
amused. As if he was expecting it and was very interested to know 
more about her. As they entered the potions lab. Riddle came back to 
his flattering self. He, as usual, charmed Professor Slughorn with 
his mastery in potions. 

"Tom, my boy!" Professor Slughorn cried with a puffed chest. "I 
cannot be more proud to have you in my house! 20 points to 
Slytherin." He announced. 

Riddle gave his most winning smile and looked in Augusta's direction, 
who was sitting two benches away from him. She was trying to 
concentrate on her potion but the trio could tell that she was highly 
annoyed. Slughorn moved to Augusta's bench to see her potion. 

"Ho Ho!" Slughorn said in a delightful tone. "I must not 
underestimate Gryf finders , I suppose miss Black. 20 points to 
Gryf finder . " 

The Slytherins who were grinning when the Professor praised Riddle, 
now we're hissing at the Gryffindors, who were easily looking 
superior . 

Augusta held her head high and gave Riddle a smirk. He smiled, 
amused. Ron was slowly shaking his head. 

"Look at the nerve of the boy, " he whispered. "She is looking down on 
him and he is flirting." 

"Ron, she is, some, 35 years older to you. You remember that right?" 
Hermione said sharply. 

"It's- well, it doesn't matter." He said dismissing the subject. 
"Concentrate." He said pointing towards Augusta and Riddle. 

The class was packing it's bag to leave for other class. Riddle went 
over to Augusta. 

"Well done. Miss Black." He said with a polite smile. 

"Thank you." She said without looking up. "You have done admirably as 
well . " 

"Ah, born with it." He said. 

Augusta looked up and smirked. 

"Me too." She said and joined Evelyn, who had left for the door as 
soon as she had seen Riddle approaching. Evelyn gave Riddle an odd 
look and left with her friend. Riddle quietly followed the two girls. 
He put dillusionment charm upon himself and kept following the 
girls . 


"Eilthy spy." Ron hissed. One look from Harry and Hermione shut him 
from saying anything else. 



"Riddle's acting odd." Evelyn declared. 

"Odd?" Augusta asked. 

"Yeah, I haven't seen him talk with many girls the way he talks with 
you. And how many girls does he talk to anyway." Evenly said. 

"How many times have you seen him?" Augusta asked sarcast ically . 

"Just asked out of curiosity." She muttered because of the look 
Evelyn gave her. 

"I'm not kidding." Evelyn said. 

"When did I say you are. Eve." Augusta said. "Riddle is a charmer. He 
can fool you . " 

"No, I have him!" Evelyn insisted. "He doesn't charm girls of his age 
or of any, except if they are Professors." 

"Eve, enough." Augusta said firmly. 

"But-" 

"No Evelyn." Augusta said. 

Evelyn knew she couldn't argue with her friend so she just dropped 
the matter with a sigh of resignation. 

"Eine, you win" she said. 

"It's in my blood." Augusta said mischievously. 

"Can you ever stop bragging about yourself?" Evelyn snapped. 

"In front of you, never." Augusta said with a small laugh. 

Evelyn cracked a smile and both the friends moved out of the dungeons 
for what looked like Transfiguration from the books they were 
carrying. Riddle called off the dillusionment charm and glared in the 
direction Evelyn and Augusta had disappeared. 

"Stupid Black." He said and Ron and Hermione found themselves being 
sucked up and they were sitting in the Gryffindor common room. 

"Why was Riddle pissed?" Harry wondered. 

"Maybe because he thought that the hints he was dropping were not 
enough." Hermione suggested. 

"Hints, what hints?" Ron asked. 

"Hints that he was interested in her." Hermione said. 

"Oh please-" Harry started. 

"What other explanation do you have?" Hermione asked 
sharply . 


"None." Harry said timidly. 



"Harry, mate, accept it. I know it's a blow too hard but still." Ron 
said . 

Harry looked at his hands. It's was not possible. If Voldemort could 
love, why would love defeat him? 


4 . Chapter 4 
Ferret 

A/N: BlackFrost4 and AnnieSeverusSnape thank you so much for the 
reviews! I'm glad you like it.. hope u enjoy reading this 4th 
chapter . 

It's was the third night of the Christmas vacations. Hermione did not 
let Harry and Ron get anywhere near the shelf of memories and the 
pensive. She had forced them to at least start their holiday 
homework. Harry was a bit easy to convince but Ron was the 
catastrophe . 

"You think I of all people with do the holiday homework!" He had 
bellowed. "What do you think holidays are for Hermione? Getting stuck 
up the freaking school books in hand for days you have got to enjoy!? 
Because if that's that's what you think, you are living in an 
illusion!" He declared. 

"Done?" Hermione had asked coolly. 

"You think so?" Ron snapped. 

"Yes. Start your homework, NOW." she said as calmly as possible 
because as it is she had very little patience with the tantrums Ron 
threw . 

Ron gave her a look of disbelief. 

"You are unbelievable, Hermione Granger!" He cried. 

"I'll take that as a compliment." Was the reply he got. 

Ron huffed and slouched in the chair beside Harry, who had put his 
hands over his ears to avoid ear damage which would have been mostly 
because of Ron. After a while, Ron started mumbling. 

"Can't believe ... changed the meaning of holidays ... holiday 
homework ... kick my butt ... trying to kill me..." 

"Ron shut it!" Harry cried, throughly irritated. "I'm trying to 
concentrate here! You see I'm not as good at Charms as you!" 

Ron glared at Harry but finally gave in and took out his 
transfiguration book and parchment and ink. Hermione grinned 
triumphantly. Ron and Harry tried to do their homework with Hermione 
constantly giving them encouraging looks which did nothing but enrage 
Ron. He put down his quill and looked with faked sweetness at 
Hermione . 


"Hermione?" He called. 



"Y-yes?" Hermione answered hesitantly. 


"Can you do me a favour?" He asked with the sickening sweet smile 
that reminded Hermione of the toad woman, Umbridge. 

"Ok?" She said. 

"Can you bring me transfiguration guide from the library, 
please? " 

"Phew, yeah, that was easy. Yeah, sure." Hermione said and sighed in 
relief. It could have been worse, if she was right about Ron's 
temper . 

She walked out of the common room and started marching towards the 
library on the seventh floor. She slowly creeped in and went towards 
the transfiguration section. She signed on the list of the books 
taken and by whom and when. 

When she came out of the library, she heard urgent shuffling of 
feet . 

'Who might it be?' She thought. Her first thought was to follow the 
person as she was a prefect. And she did so. She slowly crept towards 
the source of noise and to her shock saw Draco Malfoy walking in 
front of the corridor that revealed the Room of Requirement. 

'Maybe Harry is right.' She thought. She wanted to go in as the door 
opened. She wasn't sure if her presence would go unnoticed by the 
Slytherin Prince, but she had to try. It could be dangerous, but she 
had her reason. She very quietly crept behind Malfoy before the door 
of the Room of Requirement closed. She got in, but all she saw was a 

wooden closet. Their was no sign of Malfoy. Out of no where, a hand 

grabbed her pinned her to the closet. She tried to struggle but it 
was vain. Who was it? Was it Malfoy? It has got to be him. She tried 
to figure out the face of her capturer in the darkness. She couldn't 
shout either. It would do no good as her voice wouldn't reach 
outside. And her capturer knew it. A pale face slid out of the 
darkness, looking menacingly at her. 

"You can't ever keep to your business, do you?" Malfoy hissed in a 
way that made a shiver run down the Gryffindor's spine. But Hermione 
gathered her courage and pushed Malfoy back, which took him off 
guard . 

"How dare-" he started but Hermione cut him with a snap. 

"I'm a dutiful prefect Malfoy," she snapped. "I have the authority to 

stop or follow or knock your house points if I found you wandering 
around in the castle at this dead of night." 

"You mud-bloods are so forgetful." He sneered. "Remember Granger, I 
am a prefect too." 

Hermione pushed down the hurt and answered the ferret. 

"Well, I think the case it opposite here. You remember, ferret, I 
said dutiful prefect." She said with an unHermionish smirk. 



"You dare call me that." He hissed. 


She took a step closer to him and hissed with equal venom. 

"I already did." She said. "Anyway, I know you are up to something, 
something dangerous." 

Malfoy didn't looked surprised or shocked or guilty, rather he looked 
pleased with himself. 

"Good." He said with his trademark smirk. "You better be prepared for 
a blow, a dangerous blow." 

Hermione found herself numb with fear. Harry was right. Malfoy was 
upto something dangerous. But he could also be trying to scare her. 
But why would he risk it? 

"You know I can report your activities to headmaster." She 
whispered . 

"You don't have any evidence." He drawled. 

"My witness will do enough damage." She said. 

Malfoy looked hard in her eyes and then turned around and gave a 
cruel laugh. 

"I was patrolling the corridors Granger," he said," you Gryffindors 
are so pathetic. Calling yourself brave, huh? Look at you, you are 
sweating all over." 

"I know you are lying." She said, a bit hesitantly. 

Malfoy turned abruptly and glared at her. Hermione took a step back 
and stared at the ground, but then glared back with a new found 
conf idence . 

"Why would you 'patrol', as you put it, in the Room of Requirement?" 
She said with a hint of caught-you tone. 

"It's none of your business." He sneered. 

"But you were patrolling." She said with faked sweetness. "I could 
have helped you out." 

"I would rather kiss Pansy, than take any kind of help from you." He 
said with a glare. 

Hermione was caught off guard by this one. 

"Pansy Parkison?" She asked in surprised tone. "I thought you liked 
her . " 

"Don't insult me. Granger." He drawled. "She's one of my worst 
nightmare . " 

Hermione couldn't hide the evil smile. What a heartbreak that Pansy 
Pig will have when she will come to know about the Nightmares of the 
Slytherin prince. 



There was an awkward silence which Hermione decided to break. 


"Get out." She said in a bold sort of voice. 

"What?!" Malfoy said, caught totally off guard. 

"Get out from here." She repeated. 

"And who are you to command me, you filthy little-" he said 
menacingly but before her could continue Hermione shouted at the top 
of her lungs. 

"Do I need to repeat myself!" She cried angrily. 

Malfoy stepped back, wide eyed. But he quickly composed himself. He 
gave one last glare and marched out of the Room. Hermione sighed as 
Malfoy closed the door behind him. 'This ferret is impossible', she 
thought and got out of the room. As she was turning around the 
corridor, she came face to face with the blonde ferret himself. She 
gave a small cry. 

"Oh my God!" She shouted. "You idiot!" 

"I just stopped by to give you a sound advice." He hissed, but 
Hermione could see that he did look a bit amused. 

"And what might it be?" She asked hesitantly. 

"Stay out of my way, otherwise what you will be suffering will be a 
lot worse than insults being showered on you." He sneered. 

Hermione was not frightened. She did not step back or cower. She 
couldn't tower over him, but she stood her ground and leaned a bit 
towards him. 

"Try me." She said venomously. 

She pushed him aside and marched furiously down the corridor. She, 
for the first time in a while, felt some weight in her right. She 
looked down and gasped. The transfiguration guide was still in her 
hand . 

"Oh damn it ! " She swore and ran at her top speed towards the 
Gryffindor common room. Ron and Harry might be getting worried. She 
had to reach their as quickly as possible. She skid to halt in front 
of the portrait hole. She didn't have to remember the password as the 
Portrait was swung open and she could here two boys talking. 

"Yeah I checked, she wasn't there either!" She heard Harry's panicked 
voice . 

"Damn it!" Cried Ron. "Where the hell is she?!" 

"I'm here!" Hermione cried and caught the two boys ' s attention. 
"I-am-sorry. I-I lost track-of time." She panted. 

"Track of time?" Ron said in an annoyed tone. "Seriously, Hermione? 

Is that the best you could come up with? You weren't on the 
Marauder's map. Where were you, Hermione?" He asked. 



Hermione looked up and saw Ron and Harry standing in a demanding sort 
of way, looking highly annoyed but the same time curious, waiting for 
her answer. 

"Can we go inside, I'm really tired." She said timidly. 

Ron and Harry made way for her and swung the portrait door shut 
behind them. 

After Hermione had relaxed a bit Harry asked her again. 

"Hermione?" He prompted. 

Hermione gave a sigh and explained everything that had happened in 
the last thirty minutes or so. Harry was so interested, that he 
requested her to repeat some parts which he thought interesting. When 
Hermione was done. Harry didn't say anything, he sat back in his 
chair and grinned triumphantly at Ron and Hermione. 

"You win, mate." Ron said, raising his arms in defeat. 

Harry looked at Hermione who stood up. 

"Not now Harry, we'll discuss it later." She said and went off in the 
girls 's dormitory. 

"Hermione!" Harry called behind her, but no use. Hermione was already 
gone . 

Harry turned to Ron, still grinning. 

"Maybe you are right Ron." He said. "Hermione doesn't like being 
proved wrong." 

"Maybe you should start taking me seriously." Ron said and gave a 
wide yawn. 

Harry was very satisfied. If he could only know what Malfoy was up 
to. Just a hint. He knew he would eventually find out what Malfoy 
meant by 'dangerous blow'. But the question was, 
when? 
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